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and boulders lie piled beside the stream, and the
water boils and foams in its rocky bed. Here the
Alakananda and Mandakini meet, and lower down,
at Devaprayaga, we had seen the junction of this
united stream with the Bhagirathi or Ganges proper.
But it must be understood that to the people who
live along their banks each one of these rivers is the
Ganges itself. Each one is holy. Each man's local
river is to him the head-water of the sacred flood.
This is a spirit one cannot refuse to admire. Rudra-
prayag is a little place built on the point between the
streams. There is a long temple-stair, as at Deva-
prayag, leading down to the Prayag, and a couple of
small temples set at the top. It is said to have
suffered terribly in the floods. The old temple was
literally carried away. On the near side, the moun-
tains have receded slightly and left room for a grove
of mangoes and bo, while on the slopes behind,
and far above, are the pines with their perpetual
chant.

At AGASTYAMUNI, after twelve miles of journey,
we entered a more obscure and ancient world. The
road from Rudraprayag onwards had been terrible,
but the scenery wild and beautiful. Everything
henceforth was on a smaller scale. Agastyamuni
itself was the most primitive of places. Here the
Rishi Agastya had done his tapasya, they said. The
same is told of Kashmir, a valley formed in the same
way as this. Comparing the two and remembering
that the rishi is said to have drunk up the ocean, we